From
Driving the Cadillac was a lady. As it ought to be but often isn't any more, the lady was well-to^do and frightened, the daughter of a general. She put Dick up in a hospital, Fritz in a kennel, and visited both of them every day. Fritz, whose fault the whole thing was if there is finally such a thing as fault, liked the lady. Maybe only because he was so mad at Dick. Anyway, he ate out of her hand instead of eating the hand itself. Dick liked her too. It was his first experi ence with compassion, probably because it had to do with his bones instead of his eyes. When he mended, they married. She proposed, Dick considered and ac cepted.
A cozy household was set up, at no little expense. By consensual agreement among all three, the lady took over Fritz's work. Fritz no longer felt any loyalty to the job, and would have retired anyway, on top of which he found himself rewarded for his resignation; since he could be left at home, off the streets, his muzzle was removed. Fresh horsemeat was brought to him. He went to work ferociously to get fat. Though Dick's lady was a good lead animal, better than Fritz in some ways, she was not Fritz. For one thing, tramping was not natural to her. Going places was her forte. Here to there and for this reason. So a first consequence of the new deal was that Dick found himself more literally led. And once or twice with a sharp little pain he recalled Fritz's indifference. By and large though it was sat isfactory, secure, and interesting. Outings added up, made a kind of sense, like mathematics. Dick was good at mathematics, and began to think of it a lot. He took over his lady's accounts, and managed them in ways that were innovative without being daring. And yet daring soon entered their lives.
It was the lady's doing. Being a lead lady, not a lead dog, she had her own compulsions. Her first step was constantly to improve her performance, which she did so effectively that Dick was thunderstruck one afternoon when he came up out of an accounts problem that had absorbed him for long minutes to find that he was walking the streets, holding onto nothing?no leash, no arm. He stopped in his tracks. "Darling! Darling!" he called. "I'm right here, dear," she answered quiedy, and told him it had been weeks since she'd had to touch him to lead him. Dick could hardly believe it, but it proved to be so. He could in deed follow her without touching her. It was the beginning of a new era.
Step two derived from the lady's compulsion to improve Dick's performance as absolutely as she had improved her own, and to transfer the improvement in tact. This meant, in the final analysis, that she would have to find a way to sub tract herself from the equation, and yet do so without disturbing the balance. It was a tricky problem. She consulted specialists who, after a series of studies, in formed her that scientifically speaking the problem reduced itself to that of dis placing person with presence. A technique needed to be developed whereby, in effect, she went with Dick without actually doing so. It was not quite clear to the good lady. "You mean like giving him one of my canes, for instance?" (The lady had developed a little rocking limp after the car accident.) The
